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and white and crimson spheres, they were demi-gods.
After the first few minutes I began to regard them
with an awe that has no place in my attitude towards
any living writer. If one of them had spoken to me
(and Newman did speak to the man on my left, who
was evidently something of a connoisseur and made
all manner of knowing noises), I should have blushed
and stammered and nearly choked with pride and
pleasure. No modern writer could make me feel like
that, simply because no modern writer is great enough.
It would have to be Shakespeare; and when you are
in this remote little world of billiards, players like
Messrs. Davis and Newman are Shakespeares: they
are as good as that. They have the same trick too:
they make it look easy. Watching them, you have to
use your imagination like blazes to realize you could
not do it all yourself.

I do not know whether I have any right to describe
myself as a player, but I have played billiards many
a time. If I am staying under the same roof with a
billiard table, I nearly always play on it, but on the
other hand, I never go out looking for billiard tables
on which to play. Public billiard rooms are dreary
places, even if you find the game itself fascinating, as
I do. Moreover, they are too public for my taste.
Once you have a cue in your hand in those places, it
appears that everybody who happens to be there has
the privilege of advising you. Strangers say, quite
angrily: "Oh, you ought to have gone in off the ,
red thereP* Then when you try something else: